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A Cryptogram to try your patience 


KCLDQ CU KCLDO, 

ZRZO CE ZRZKIJOZ CU TLTCOUQ CQ, 
TOB FKJOL CU FKJOL, 

ZRZO CE ZRZKIJOZ CU EJK CQ 


clues: 


Qis T 
Ris V. 
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Pen & Pencil Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish the Fifteenth edition of Pen 


& Pencil Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring writers. 


Thank you go to Ayla, Marissa, Charlotte, Isabella, William, Rose, Karen and 
Aki. 


Pen & Pencil Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 

The Pen & Pencil Magazine board is comprised of the unpaid volunteers: 
Please feel free to send your short story, prose, poetry and artwork 
submissions to the Editor in Chief at 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com. 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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New Prose 
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Who gets to decide ... ? by Marissa L 


a. 
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Who gets to decide if you re allowed to call yourself an artist? 


(Paris) I have wrestled, mightily, with my identity as an artist. Even calling 
myself a creative feels a bit like hiding, like finding a safer way of claiming 
my power. I have multiple false starts of The Artist's Way under my belt. The 


Creative Act continues to rot on my bedside table 3 chapters in. My freshman 
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year major was Biomedical Engineering, eclipsing my dream to study fashion 


with two little words uttered by my Asian father: "starting salary." 


Someone I adore boiled down the artist's impulse concisely to “experiencing 
something that you want to share" and reminded me that not every feeling that 
moves through us needs to be “big A art.” All those little moments 


communicated and translated through our point of view are art. 


The act of creating art can be seen even in the mundane moments that pepper 
the galleries of our life, like the way we compose a series of haphazardly 


snapped cell phone photos over text. 


Last night in Paris, I found myself with a free window of time solo and filled 
it with one of my favorite rituals: going to a nice dinner alone with my journal. 
A single spot at the bar feels like box seats to the show that is my life. The 
performance changes with set and setting and yet, I feel equally blessed to see 
it each time. After animatedly sharing details about my favorite oyster of the 
bunch, the waiter asked if I was a writer. Flustered, I replied “I'm just 
journaling", paused for a moment, and then surprised myself to say, “yes, I 
am a writer." I show up to the page with a curiosity, a compulsion within me 
to string words together to be understood. My instinct all growing up when 
facing big feelings, heavy feelings, ones that felt far older than me, was to 
write poetry in order to process. That poetry was published in middle and high 
school. I've held a page of my own words in my shaking hand, reading into a 
microphone in front of people. My extra curricular activity in high school was 


working on a literary magazine. I have maintained a journal my entire life. So 
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why was I recoiling with such force from the title of “writer”? Who decides if 


I'm a writer, other than me? 


How foolish is it to apply the forces of capitalism to the sacred nature of art. 
Measuring and validating the title of the artist based on output. Of production. 
Are we only successful as artists if our work reaches an audience en masse? 
If it supports our living? Are the fruits of creative labor birthed only for 
consumption? While I think a yearning to communicate and be understood is 
layered beneath or woven within the urge to create art, we ultimately have no 
control over how something is viewed or received. To me, while I recognize 
art is commodified in order to make of it an industry, when I walked the Musee 
D'Orsay, I pondered who decides what paintings line these walls. The engine 
of groupthink that deems what's valuable, what's *good", and what endures. 
Decisions required in order to conjure the devotion to protecting the ideas 


shared by these artists of lifetimes past. 


The Inventing Impressionism exhibit was illuminating to me. Early 
Impressionism, like most visual movements, was a radical and unwelcome 
disruption to common tastes at the time. 150 years ago, on April 15, 1874, the 
first impressionist exhibition opened in Paris, banding together 31 artists who, 
fed up by the gatekeeping structure of the art world, had a common a desire 
to take matters into their own hands. Rallying around their shared rejection 
and lured by the promise of showing their work on their own terms, they 
spanned mediums and visual styles. Showcasing modern life, nudity of s*x 
workers, industrial scenes, and war scenes were extreme acts of rebellion at 


the time. This brushed directly against the tastemakers and juries that enforced 
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the "rules" of painting through awards and approvals for displaying works in 
upper-echelon spaces. When I go to a museum, I'm so reminded that we 
continue to wrestle with the same themes in society. Industrialization. 
Connection. Love. Death. Power. The natural world. Museums preserve the 
perspective of these artists as they tried to answer questions that still ring true 


today. 


Though society has changed drastically, one aspect that artists must rail 
against remains true: the structures of judgment in enforcing same-ness and 


elitism. 


Wandering into the next room, weaving between throngs of tourists, I 
stumbled upon the Van Gogh wing. Who better embodies the tragic nature of 
art appreciation than him. At war with himself and the world around him: 
battling his mental health, constantly poor. Yet now, in a world transformed 
after he left it, his artwork outlives him as intellectual property making 
significant income through cheesy things like The Van Gogh Immersive 
Experience (which I did see with my mom and chuckled the whole time about 
how he would be rolling in his grave knowing that his paintings were turned 


into digital collage barfed all over giant walls through projection art). 
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Roses et anémones, 1890, Vincent Van Gogh 


It wasn’t his portrait that was swarmed with crowds snapping grainy cell 
phone pictures that moved me. It was the painting of roses owned by Gachet 
that struck something within me. In it, I saw self-abandonment. I saw 
shrinking. I saw his signature style we now know and love in Starry Night and 
the like — swirling with the curse and blessing of how he saw the world. 
There he was, a prolific artist far ahead of his time, trying to find commercial 
success through a trite table floral scene, suppressing the dramatic flourish. It 


stirred within me the feeling of being misunderstood. Of contorting our 
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creativity to pander to selling. Selling out. Selling ourselves. Projection? 


Maybe. But isn't that the only job of the viewer? 


Even more, I consider how desperately we need art to get through this 
incredibly trying time. Genocide. Political instability. A global rise in far-right 
movements. Attempted assassinations. All that endures, the way we find 


meaning through it all, in my opinion, is through art. 


I shed a lot of titles this year when I left my shiny job in fashion at the end of 
January. I shed even more at the end of June when I cleared my schedule to 
gallivant across Europe for two months. I'm no longer a Director of Marketing 
or a freelancer. My full-time job is to play. What a luxury. What a gift. So I'm 


claiming it. I’m an artist. I’m a writer. 


There is no jury. There is no judge. No one decides but me. 
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Who Put the Bullets in Baldwin's Gun? by William Webster 


[New York] I have watched the Rust manslaughter trial of Alec Baldwin 
closely. Alec Baldwin is one of my top five favorite actors. I first came across 
him in Hunt for Red October, opposite Sean Connery who was also one of my 


top five actors. 


A shooting on the set of Rust, a Western style film, killed the director and 
wounded one other person. Alec Baldwin pointed the gun and pulled the 


trigger without first checking whether the gun had dummy ammunition. 


I frankly don't know how to tell dummy from real ammo. I would hope the 


gun-meister on set would be able to do this. 


The gun-meister has been convicted of negligence, but there is something still 
left hanging. The extra information that the judge dealt with, and which was 
behind her dismissal of the case, relates to the fact that live ammunition was 
found in more than one gun or gun belt on set. This speaks to someone 


deliberately spiking the ammo. 


Now that the judge has thrown Alec Baldwin's manslaughter case out it is 


perhaps time to ponder who brought the real, live bullets on set? 


Now who would do something like that? 
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I would speculate that it had someone who had a deep seated grudge. I have 
to wonder whether the spiking was meant to either implicate Alec Baldwin in 
a shooting (which it did), or to perhaps see to it that it was Alec Baldwin was 


shot on set. 
Now who would be behind spiking the ammo? Someone who didn't like some 
of Alec Baldwin's previous roles ... perhaps. Could the trail lead back to 


Saturday Night Live? 


If there is a good sleuth out there? 
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French Onion Soup by Rose Lang 


[Paris] I went out for a light lunch recently with some friends at a restaurant 
I had not frequented since before Covid. We were handed the menu and it 


shocked me how the prices had gone up. 


My favorite dish, French Onion Soup, was listed for 21 Euros! They were 
even charging for the bread set out at our table as an appetiser. The last time 


I had French Onion Soup at this restaurant it went for 7 Euros! 


I had only forty Euros in my purse (pay day was at the end of the week and it 
was only Wednesday). I could have charged my lunch but I didn't feel like 
paying three times as much for something made with one-half onion, some 


consommé and a dollop of butter and a dash of red wine. 


The waiter who recognized me wonder why I didn't order anything but just 
munched on bread and sipped some wine. Nonetheless he brought me a bowl 
of my favorite French Onion Soup and then decided to charge me the old price 
... 7 Euros. I think he knew that I would never return to the restaurant if he 


charged me 21 Euros! 


After all how much does one-half onion, some consommé and a dollop of 
butter and a dash of red wine really cost? Have the costs of running a 


restaurant really gone up so much, or were they just making up for lost profits? 


Pen & Pencil Page 16 Summer 2024 


Pictorial: A Very Happy Honey Bee ... 
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Free Movies by Isabella Montsouris 


[Montreal] Times are tough all around and each of us have to make decisions 
about where we spend our hard earned income. I was taught by my mother 
and grandparents to think to the future and to be frugal. Each month I spent 
less than I earn and set some savings aside. I aim to save 1596 of what I earn 
(after tax) but most months it is closer to 10 46. While I have a credit card, I 


never use it. 


Some of my friends are less frugal than I am and have now have debt. Debt 
seems to have crept up on them. They would use their credit cards a few times 
a day for small purchases and then wonder why they added up to such a 
monumental bill at the end of each month. For instance a Starbucks purchase 
each day adds up to over $ 125 at the end of each month. I have weaned some 
of them off their Starbucks indulgences by showing them that for the cost of 
one Starbucks drink they can buy a jar of instant coffee and save $ 120 a month 
or $ 1,400 a year. The sugar and cream costs a bit extra ... but you still end 


up far ahead with the instant coffee. 


In another spending change, this past month I have introduced my friends to 
the free film world. First there are the films. My friends go to the theater at 
least a half dozen times each year. I haven't gone to the theaters for at least 
five years. Covid brought an end to that. With the tickets, popcorn and 
everything else that's another $ 120. Perhaps I am old fashion but I borrow 
DVD — you have heard of them haven't you Digital Video Disks — from my 
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library. I have a DVD player in my ten year old computer and managed to 


acquire a large screen TV to watch the films. 


Second there is streaming. Unlike many of my friends who spend money on 
Netfix I have chosen a different route. Netflix will put you back a few hundred 
dollars a year (spending is adding up isn't it!) Instead of Netflix a techie 
friend suggested I check out archive.org, a digital archive in San Francisco. I 
found there are thousands of good films on this site from around the world, 
which you can both watch online but also download. Occasionally someone 
even slips a pirated version of a contemporary film onto the site before the 


digital police takes it down. 


Tubi TV was also recommended to me by my techie friend who, by the way, 
is totally anti-Hollywood. I found about 20 % of the Tubi films worth 
watching. Many of the films at Tubi TV are horror films or violent in one way 
or another, a genre I am really not interested in. I found a few nice art and 
romance films. By the way you can search by genre. The downside of Tubi 
TV, compared to archive.org, is that you cannot download the films — you can 


only stream them. 


My techie friend has given me a list of other sites he says I may want to try: 
Pluto TV, Freevee, the Roku Channel, Vudu, Xumo play, Crackle, Stirr and 
Plex. 
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Oh by the way I don't watch television and don't have internet in my 
apartment. Yet each week I watch a dozen films. By doing this I save over $ 


1,200 a year. 


All together I save over $ 3,500 a year by these frugal life style choices — that 
is equivalent to two months of my rent. By the way I really enjoy the free 


films! 


Pen & Pencil Page 20 Summer 2024 


Oh My: Part One ... by Charlotte 


I have to admit I was angry at my mother. On the eve of my seventeenth 
birthday she told me to pack a travel bag and off we went across country, from 
New York City to Stanford in California. It was the start of the summer and 
Ithought we were just taking a short holiday together. When we were cruising 
at 30,000 feet on our way from New York to Chicago she broke the news that 
she was separating from my father. She had caught him having an affair with 


one of his grad students ... 


When my mother broke the news I could not stop crying. Things had been 
tense at home over the past several months. I knew something was going on 
but neither my father nor mother would tell me what. It seems his grad student 
girlfriend had gotten pregnant ... (my mother used another word ... but oars 
are for boats aren't they?). That sounded familiar. That's how my parents 


met and also how I came along. 


My mother was my father's second wife. He was a married man when she 
was his graduate student and had gotten pregnant. He had wanted my mother 
to have an abortion but she refused ... Thank God ... otherwise I would not 
be here to tell my story. Now it looked like he would have a third wife, and 
another baby. I had an older half-sister from his first marriage. Now we 


would both have a new sibling. 


As I looked out the window I wondered about what would come next? When 


we got to Chicago I wanted to turn back home but my mother said that we 
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would be moving to a new university in California. Both my parents are 
university professors. I now understood why my mother asked me for my 
cellphone when we got on the plane. I pleaded for it but all she said was “I 
promise I will give it back to you when we get to Stanford." When we got on 
the plane she didn't even tell me we were off to California. I thought we were 


getting off in Chicago. 


If Ihad my cellphone I would have called my boyfriend then and there and he 
would have flown to Chicago to get me and bring me back to his place in New 


York. At least I would have been in a familiar city. 


I was twice as angry with my mother because my boyfriend and I had made 
plans for us to go upstate to his family's cottage and spend the summer 
together there. And quite frankly I wanted to share a bed with him, something 
my mother forbade me to do. “What if you got pregnant?" Sure, fancy that 
she would say that, I was sixteen and she was thirty-five. I heard that the first 
time she had sex was with her prof (my father) as a way of trying to convince 


him to give her a higher final grade! 


It is kind'a crazy because she knew that I knew the whole story ... but I was 
not allowed to say anything! My mother had been over protective of me. My 
parents sent me to an all-girl Catholic school. I knew for a fact that I was the 
only girl in my grade who was still a virgin. I had not even touched a boy or 
let a boy touch me. I had never even seen a naked boy nor let see me naked. 


The fact that my boyfriend was back in New York and I was going to live in 
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California made matters twice as bad. He was Catholic and good boy. That 


was just too much pressure on me. 


By the time we had left Chicago I had made my decision ... this summer I 
was going to be feral. I would lose my virginity as a way of getting back at 
my mother. In retrospect this was a stupid decision which thankfully played 
... but not fully. By the end of the summer I would know a bit more about 


boys ... yet still wore my halo. 


At Stanford my mother was going to be interviewed for three jobs, one of 
which she would be asked to take. The three interviews were more to let her 
decide which position she wanted. The university had already made her a job 
offer. For the week they had arranged to put us up at the guesthouse at the 


Stanford Linear Accelerator. 

When we arrived at the SLAC guesthouse, as we were checking in my mother 
said she would be going out to dinner tonight with your prof friends and asked 
if I wanted to come. I said an emphatic no. I then asked my mother for my 
cellphone. When she gave it back to me the battery had been entirely drained 
and we didn't have a charger. Neither did the guest house! 

“What am I going to do all night?" I asked her. 


“You can watch television,” she answered. 


The manager frowned. "There is no television in our rooms Ma'am." 
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Now I was hooped! 


Out of the corner of my eye I saw a man sitting reading a newspaper and he 
looked at me and seemed to understand my plight. Not just my little one, 
mind you, but the bigger plight. He reached into his jacket pocket and dangled 
a cellphone charger. He put his finger to his lips and mocked ... shh! Then 
he folded the newspaper, placed the charger within the fold, got up and walked 


over to stand next to me. 


“Here miss, you can borrow my weekend New York Times. When you are 
finished with it just place it outside room 12." Then he walked away. My 
angst seemed to dissolve in half. I was still miffed I was in California, but 
now at least I might be able to text my boyfriend. I also sensed I had a new 


friend. We were given room 14. 


My mother turned to me and said "there dear, now you have something to do 


this evening. You can read the newspaper. Are you hungry?" 


We had travelled the day. I don't eat much when we traveled, my mother 
knew this and so she knew I would be hungry. The guesthouse manager said 
there are some menus for local restaurants who would deliver but “your 


daughter would have to go down to the gate to get her food when it arrived." 


My mother charged a pizza on our room account. Lucky for me there was a 


vending machine with cold drinks. My pizza arrived just as my mother was 
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ready to go out for the evening and so we both walked to the gate, she to hop 
into her cab and me to grab my pizza. I had asked for a medium but my mother 
had ordered a large, and well that was just too much for me to eat all by myself. 
As I walked back past room 12 I paused for an instance of hesitation before I 


raised my knuckle to the door and knocked. 


When he opened the door he smiled and flippantly said “I didn't order a 


pizza!" 


“Will you share it with me?" I asked him in a voice that was almost pleading. 


"Sure come in ..." He looked up and down the aisle before asking * will your 


mother be joining us?" 


“No she has gone out for dinner with some of her friends.” He ushered me 
into his room and I set the pizza down at the center of a small round table. He 
pulled out a chair for me and asked “would you like me to get you something 
to drink?" I smiled and produced two cans of Mountain Dew, one from each 


of the pockets of my jacket. 


“My favorite," he said. “What's the special occasion?" 


“My seventeenth birthday ...” 
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"Congratulations." He suddenly kissed me on both cheeks the way the French 
do. This made me blush. There was something about him that spoke of 


kindness and gentleness. He must have been twice my age. 


Our conversation started with the stand-by *where are you from?" By the 
time we were half finished the pizza we were like old friends that had known 
each other forever. This was the moment I decided to open up to him about 


my angst, about moving across America and leaving my boyfriend behind. 
“You are a pretty girl. You'll find new friends." I blushed. By the time he 
said “you should wait until you are married to have intercourse," my heart 


sank. Maybe it was silly of me to expect to jump into bed with him? 


He perhaps read my mind. After a pause he continued “...it is possible for 


woman to enjoy herself without having intercourse ..." 


I looked up at him and mockingly appeared perplexed. I wanted to see where 


this conversation would go. 


“Do you know what intercourse means?" 


Although I did know I still shook my head. 


“Intercourse is when a woman lets a man put his penis inside of her vagina 


79 
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I blushed warmly when he said penis and twice as much when he said vagina. 


He lowered his head. “You are a virgin aren't you?" he asked quietly. 


I lowered my eyes and nodded slowly. 


Quietly he continued. “Being a virgin is not something to be embarrassed 
about. This is something you should be proud about! You want to protect 
your reproductive health. Did you know that every second adult in the United 


States has or have had a sexually transmitted disease?" 


When he said that I looked up at him surprised. 


He continued. “I bet half the girls in your class back in New York have or 


have had the clap. “ 


“The clap ... What's that?" 


"The clap ... is slang for a sexually transmitted disease. They can be 
transmitted through oral, genital, or anal sex with someone who has the 
infection. It can also be spread from mother to child during birth. STD's are 
on the rise in the US and they are becoming increasingly resistant to 
antibiotics. They are pretty nasty and can harm your uterus, fallopian tubes 


and ovaries. It is good you are still a virgin ..." 
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You would think this revelation would cool my angst off but strangely this 


made me even more hot and bothered. I was wet between my legs. 


We had all but finished our pizza but not our conversation. 


“Did you read the article in the times about the HIV hot spot out in the 


Bronx?" 

I shook my head. 

He said “you should read it. A high school in the Bronx has at least twelve 
students in grades eleven and twelve who have all contracted HIV from one 
fella’ who bedded some girls without wearing a condom. They went to bed 
with other boys and well four months in there are at least nine girls and three 
boys who have HIV and I suspect a good half dozen more will come down 


with HIV before this tragedy plays out." 


I shook my head solemnly. “So what are some ofthe other ways that a woman 


to enjoy herself without having intercourse?" 


"Stand up." 


I complied. He started by pulling my blouse over my head. 


“Now you take a piece of clothing off me." 
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I took off his shirt. 


He undid my pants and I let then drop to the floor. 


I undid his belt and let his pants dropped too, hesitated by a second by his 


erection. I could not help staring. I had never seen a boy like this close up. 


Then he stepped close to me and wrapped his arms around me to undo my bra. 
When my bra popped off my breasts my nipples were erect and sensitive. I 


covered my breasts with my right arm. 


I hesitated for a second as he took off his socks and I followed by taking off 


mine as well. 


For a few seconds we stood in front of each other with our modesty hidden 
away behind thin pieces of fabric. It was a moment that he gave me to ask 


myself ... do I want to continue with this game? 


After a few seconds we continued. 


“You first" he said and I bet forward and slowly drew down his boxers. His 
penis sprung out from under the band and wobbled back and forth. It was an 
amazing sight I had never before seen. I just stared and started to giggle with 
a mixture of nervousness and happiness. To tease me he swayed his hips back 
and forth while his penis kept time like a metronome. I could feel my body 


heat and his. 
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Then he stepped forward and slowly drew down my panties over my hips and 
down my bare legs. I stepped out of my panties. The sensation I felt was 
marvelous. I felt a cool tingling all across all my body especially my sex. I 


was wet between my legs and I could feel the blush across my face and chest. 


“What next? I whispered as he kneeled at my feet looking up at me. 


He leaned forward and kissed me just beneath my belly button. “Let us take 
a shower together ..." he whispered. Then he stood up brushing his penis 


against my leg. It felt so soft and warm. 


As we were about to step in the shower, I asked him to take a picture of me 


with my cellphone. It was wonderful being admired in this way. 


He was kind and gentle with me, and no we did not have sex. 


What happened in the shower I may share with you another time, but it was a 
wonderful experience! When it was over I went back to my room and crawled 
into bed and soon fell asleep. I has such sweet dreams. My mother arrived 
back long after I had fallen asleep. She told me the following morning I had 


such a calm expression on my face that she knew everything would be fine. 


I knew that things would be fine with me. I also learned that night that it is 


possible for a women to enjoy herself ... without intercourse! 


Pen & Pencil Page 30 Summer 2024 


a A 


Today I am in my mid-twenties ... 
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The Game of the Sexes ... by Anon 


Some view the game of the sexes as a sporting event, but not me. Even when 


I was a wee little boy I knew that the game of life was not a gladiator sport. 


At age fifteen I sorted out how girls and boys are different. There are twelve 


fundamental differences between a boy and a girl. 


Not all of these difference relate to sex. 


The Gold banner of the difference is in the kindness you see in girls. Boys 


tend not to be kind by nature, but girls are. This is about hormones. 


The form and function of each sex also reflect their purpose in life. Girls are 
meant to perpetuate the species while boys are meant to toil and provide for 
offspring. Boys are taller, have longer limbs and greater mechanical 
advantage. We are meant to lift and carry, cut and drag, and of course combat. 


It's in our testosterone. Girls are meant to nurture — this is in their estrogen. 


The brains of girls and boys evolved differently, with both hemispheres more 
robustly linked in girls compared to boys. For boys it is either thought in one 
hemisphere or the other. With girls both hemispheres light up in PET 
Tomographs. 


Boys weigh more and have hair all over their bodies. Girls have hair only 


where needed. She 1s soft all over. 
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Why do boys have breasts? We know why girls do. I will leave you to figure 
this one out (the clue is human embryos are indistinct for the first seven weeks 


of gestation — something about pluripotentiality). 


Boys hearts don't beat as efficiency as girl's hearts. Boys lungs and immune 
system are less robust (we saw that during Covid-19). The GI system in a girl 


is more efficient as well. Are you keeping count? 


Boys and girls have the same number of bones, but the hips of a girl are quite 
different from a boy's given the needs of birthing children — more space 


between the legs. Evolution has provided for this. 


Then there are the sexual differences which relate to a girl's source de vie 
(where babies come from) and the 'best of a boy', which hangs outside his 


body. 


You have to admit that she is beautifully designed while a boy is a cartoon 


character. She has soft external folds and a clitoris. He is just a wiener. 


She has her uterus and other fine things. Have you ever noticed that a boy's 
scrotum is where a girl's birth canal is? And while girls have ovaries, boys 
have testicles ensconced within a pocket of muscle and skin that looks 


suspiciously like a uterus turned inside out. 


Pen & Pencil Page 33 Summer 2024 


The first time I saw what a girl looked like I started to shake with the 
nervousness of realizing that God existed — for only God could create such 


beauty. 


In the game of the sexes, globally, girls have all the advantages when it comes 


to human form and function, don't you think? That's why they live longer. 
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Science Fiction 
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A.C.V.E. by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The world thought they were crazy when they first floated the idea in 
Shanghai in 2124. By 2124 Billionaires were as common as mud. Lucky for 
them there were several visionary Trillionaires who understood what the idea 
was about. The Trillionaires also needed an off-world place to park their 
profits. If they threw it back into Earth bound projects, the inflation alone 
would have made their profits worthless in a decade or so, and of course would 
have adversely impact billions. It is not nice being a hated Trillionaire, but to 
cause a world-wide financial melt-down just by spending their gains wouldn't 


help things much. So they decide to spend their monies off world. 


They were excluded from investing in Lunar and Martian projects by the 
Amendo Provisions from 2078. Bruno Amendo, an Italian politician, 
proposed the provisions first to the world as a way of preventing the Moon 
and Mars from becoming the holiday places of the “dreadfully wealthy." 
Amendo himself coined the term “dreadfully wealthy" and is best 
remembered for it. To him a Billionaire like Bezos and Musk was just 


wealthy. 


So it was the “dreadfully wealthy" who met in secret at a secluded resort in 
Switzerland who decided they wanted to respond to the Amendo Provisions, 
so in 2080 they established the Amalgamated Consolidated Venusian 
Enterprise LLC, or A.C.V.E. for short, and set off to become even more 


wealthier. 
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Their Plan B was to convert part of their profits into Euros and then go out 
and burn as many Euros as they could. If they could burn them faster than 
they could be printed, the currency would be driven into oblivion. Instead 
they just bought up all the gold they could in the EU and it had pretty much 


the same effect. 


The “dreadfully wealthy" hated being told what they could or could not do, 
especially by European politicians like Amendo who did not follow their own 
advice. On December 12^ 2080 they published their manifesto which they 
called the ACVEndo Provisions. After that the Amendo Provision were The 


Mouse that Roared! 


Beginning the following year A.C.V.E. established their only Earth-bound 
industrial facility across the Mediterranean immediately south of Italy. The 
land there was inexpensive, the Government accommodating and the skies 
always blue for their solar arrays to generate all the electricity they needed to 


begin production. 


Two years later they built a rather large space facility at the southernmost 
reaches of the country to launch payloads into Low Earth Orbit. By year three 
of their project that had 400,000 employees and dependents. By year five they 
had 4 million and were launching a payload into space every thirty six hours, 
weather dependent. That year you could even see the greening of the 


A.C.V.E. lands from low Earth orbit. 
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And the A.C.V.E. employees and their dependents were sworn to secrecy lest 
they lose their high paying salaries, free hospital care and schooling, and six 
week of vacations on the Mediterranean coast each year. Besides they had the 


highest per capita income in the region. Life was good! 


It took six years to build the first Cycler before it was launch into an elliptic 
orbit between Earth and Venus. The first one they called The Aldrin. 
Afterwards, every six years a new Cycler came on stream, in turn named after 
one of the Provinces of China, beginning with Mongolia. They aimed for a 
fleet of five. The A.C.V.E. Board chose names from the outlying regions 
instead of the more populated merely it reflected the nature of their grand 


endeavor. To cycle between Earth and Venus took about 300 days. 


The first Venusanauts arrived in Low Venus Orbit (LVO) in the spring of 
2091. They were a survey crew of six and stayed in an orbital habitat for 
nearly three Venusian years before their relief arrived. Half way through the 
first crewed visit to Venus the crew were feted by three bright flashes in the 
evening sky as comet 2P / Encke was commandeered by the A.C.V.E. and set 
into an intercept course with Venus. Not an impact course with the second 
planet from the Sun mind you, but a carefully planned set of maneuvers that 


would place that short period comet in an elliptic orbit around Venus. 


For the first time in the planet's nearly five billion year history A.C.V.E. 
would give Venus a moon. The raw materials from comet Encke would form 
the basis of their industrial capacity in LVO. By doing this illicit act they also 


became Space Pirates ... and were in turn sanctioned from being able to do 
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any business with the World Bank and its affiliates. So A.C.V.E. created 
their own bank and paid their accounts out in gold, traded in the U.A.E., since 


no one dared to sanction the U.A.E., 


No one would be allowed to get in their way. No one dared to ask how they 
came upon the three 500 kt thermonuclear weapons A.C.V.E. had used to 
nudge Encke into an orbit around Venus. If you asked, you were mysteriously 


taken “off line." 


By the turn of the century A.C.V.E. had become a state of their own. Every 
time they were challenged in court their standard reply was “if Bezos and 


Musk can do it, so can we." 


Another thing the A.C.V.E. Board did not stand for it was double standards. 
Bezos had his Lunar Investments and Musk his Martian ones. Why then 
couldn't A.C.V.E. not have a free reign on Venus? Until they took the planet 
in their sights no one else had wanted to do anything with it, and if you were 
to exclude them from the Moon and Mars, who are you to tell A.C.V.E. what 


to do about Venus. 


After all Venus was a hellish, dead planet wasn't it, and no one on planet Earth 


wanted anything to do with it ... so why now all the fuss? 


Within days of Encke arrival in orbit around Venus it was renamed Yuéguang. 


The surface was surveyed for residuals from the three nuclear impulses that 
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transferred the comet into orbit around Venus. The eccentricity and 
inclination of the moon's orbit was such that it became the transfer point for 


the Cyclers arriving from Earth. 


The next cycler brought the first Governor of Venus who set up his court on 
Yuéguang. With him came the first thirty permanent settlers who had to first 
build their own homes deep inside a series of tunnel that had been made for 
them by robots during the 225 days transfer orbit after the last of the three 
bright lights that heralded the passage of Yueguang to Venus ... 


When they were completed their residences they declared a week of solace 
and then had a feast to celebrate the first permanent colony in the orbit of 
Venus. The first thirty were fifteen women and fifteen men, all professional 


engineers and scientists dedicated to their tasks in a disciplined fashion. 


Each of the thirty were paired with two personal robots and it was their job to 
task their robots, keep them maintained and to work them each on a half day 
cycle. A half day Yuéguang was almost ten hours, for when the new moon 
was set into orbit around Venus the precession of the spin along its major 


access was set as close to ten hours as possible. 


I guess to be accurate about the count there were nearly one hundred habitants 
on Yuéguang of which a third were human. The A.C.V.E. Board had decided 
not to include AI in any of the robots for fear they might decide to turn on 


their human overseers and stop up the works. But a few of the professionals 
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cut the edge and gave some autonomy to their tasks, but only about menial 


tasks, 


A third of the human crew were employed in the logistics and 3d printing 
department. A third of the human crew were employed in the primary 
resource crew, gathering what raw materials the logistics and 3d printing 
department required. A third of the crew administered to the human needs of 
the inhabitants, as doctors, nurses, counsellors and the like. Two worked 


directly for the Governor. 


They thought themselves as the first inhabitants in the new world, if the 


exploration of Earth was a distant comparison. 


After the sundries the inhabitants needed from the logistics and 3d printing 
department, they started work on the first of the Flowers. The name given to 
the first balloons that would set adrift in the high atmosphere was very 
romantic, for if you watched them float about they looked like lilies on the 


surface of a muddy pond. 


It was an astrophysicist from Vancouver who first pointed out that carbon 
monoxide has a lower density than either carbon dioxide or oxygen and so if 
you wanted to float balloons in the atmosphere of Venus you might fill them 


full of carbon monoxide. 


Pen & Pencil Page 41 Summer 2024 


Then he asked himself what else you can do with the carbon dioxide from 
Venus' atmosphere. Evidently you could produce oxygen, but what then to 


do with the carbon by product? 


The Governor made interesting use of the Venusian Carbon. 


He tasked a logistics and 3d printing professional out to build diamonds out 
of the Venusian carbon and start a lucrative Real Venusian Diamond trade 


with Earth. 


He tasked another logistics and 3d printing professional to make Graphene 
with the Venusian Carbon and set him to work to make Gold-Graphene 


composite solar sails. 


He tasked a third logistics and 3d printing professional to make the gigantic 
Flowers ... kilometers in radius, and drop them into the atmosphere with their 
different payloads. Some harvested carbon dioxide to make carbon monoxide 
for the Flowers. Others harvested carbon dioxide to make the diamonds and 


Graphene. 


He tasked a fourth logistics and 3d printing professional to take the excess 
carbon and make nanotubules for the specific task of seeding the atmosphere 


of Venus with the Graphene nanotubules. 


Within a few years there were dozens of Flowers, floating autonomous high 


up in the atmosphere of Venus, hard at work harvesting the carbon. 
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Strangely enough it was the fourth task that brought the most interesting 
results for when they were seeded into the clouds in a few years the 
temperature at the surface of Venus started to drop ever so slowly and the 
wind patterns started to change. They produced great dark spots in the clouds 
of Venus where the nanotubules started to swirl in great storms. The 
nanotubules were designed to radiate at the sharp infrared, and therefore could 
channel the hellish temperatures of the Venusian deep atmosphere back into 


outer space. 


When the great storms on Venus were noticed by astrophysicist on the Earth 
this is when noticed started to be given to what A.C.V.E. was up to. They 
noticed that the dark spots glowed in the sharp infrared. The astrophysicists 
did their modeling and realized that while it might take several centuries, the 


end result was inevitable. 


If both Bezos and Musk could have their off world colonies ... 


... S0 could the Amalgamated Consolidated Venusian Enterprise LLC. 
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Pictorial: Penelope ... A Beautiful Red Head 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at archive.org 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 


Pen & Pencil Page 45 Summer 2024 


Canadian Poems 
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Three Poems by Duncan Campbell Scott 


The Voice and the Dusk 


The slender moon and one pale star, 

A rose leaf and a silver bee 
From some god's garden blown afar, 

Go down the gold deep tranquilly. 
Within the south there rolls and grows 

A mighty town with tower and spire, 
From a cloud bastion masked with rose 

The lightning flashes diamond fire. 
The purple martin darts about 

The purlieus of the iris fen; 
The king-bird rushes up and out, 

He screams and whirls and screams again. 
A thrush is hidden in a maze 

Of cedar buds and tamarac bloom, 
He throws his rapid flexile phrase, 

A flash of emeralds in the gloom. 
A voice is singing from the hill 

A happy love of long ago; 
Ah! tender voice, be still, be still, 

'Tis sometimes better not to know.' 
The rapture from the amber height 

Floats tremblingly along the plain, 
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Where in the reeds with fairy light 

The lingering' fireflies gleam again. 
Buried in dingles more remote, 

Or drifted from some ferny rise. 
The swooning of the golden throat 

Drops in the mellow dusk and dies. 
A soft wind passes lightly drawn, 

A wave leaps silverly and stirs 
The rustling sedge, and then is gone 


Down the black cavern in the firs. 


The Sea by the Wood 


I Dwell in the sea that is wild and deep, 
But afar in a shadow still, 

I can see the trees that gather and sleep 
In the wood upon the hill. 

The deeps are green as an emerald's face. 
The caves are crystal calm, 

But I wish the sea were a little trace 

Of moisture in God's palm. 

The waves are weary of hiding pearls. 
Are aweary of smothering gold. 

They would all be air that sweeps and swirls 
In the branches manifold. 


They are weary of laving the seaman's eyes 
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With their passion prayer unsaid, 

They are weary of sobs and the sudden sighs 
And movements of the dead. 

All the sea is haunted with human lips 
Ashen and sere and gray. 

You can hear the sails of the sunken ships 
Stir and shiver and sway 

In the weary solitude; 

If mine were the will of God, the main 
Should melt away in the rustling wood 
Like a mist that follows the rain. 

But I dwell in the sea that is wild and deep 
And afar in the shadow still, 

I can see the trees that gather and sleep 


In the wood upon the hill. 
The Wood by the Sea 


I dwell in the wood that is dark and kind 
But afar off tolls the main, 

Afar, far off I hear the wind. 

And the roving of the rain. 

The shade is dark as a palmer's hood. 

The air with balm is bland: 

But I wish the trees that breathe in the wood 
Were ashes in God's hand. 


Pen & Pencil Page 49 Summer 2024 


The pines are weary of holding nests, 

Are aweary of casting shade; 

Wearily smoulder the resin crests 

In the pungent gloom of the glade. 

Weary are all the birds of sleep, 

The nests are weary of wings. 

The whole wood yearns to the swaying deep. 
The mother of restful things. 

The wood is very old and still. 

So still when the dead cones fall. 

Near in the vale or away on the hill, 

You can hear them one and all. 

And their falling wearies me; 

If mine were the will of God,—oh, then 

The wood should tramp to the sounding sea. 
Like a marching army of men! 

But I dwell in the wood that is dark and kind. 
Afar off tolls the main; 

Afar, far off I hear the wind 


And the roving of the rain. 
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Pictorial: Penelope ... Pondering 
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Four poems by Ethelwyn Wetherald 


My Orders 


My orders are to fight; 

Then if I bleed, or fail, 

Or strongly win, what matters it? 
God only doth prevail. 

The servant craveth naught 
Except to serve with might. 


I was not told to win or lose, 


My orders are to fight. 


Legacies 


Unto my friends I give my thoughts, 
Unto my God my soul, 
Unto my foe I leave my love — 


These are of life, the whole. 


Nay, there is something—a trifle—left; 
Who shall receive this dower? 
See, Earth Mother, a handful of dust— 


Turn it into a flower. 
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The Followers 


One day I caught up with my angel, she 


Who calls me bell-like from a sky-touched tower. 


'Twas in my roof-room, at the stillest hour 
Of a still, sunless day, when suddenly 

A flood of deep unreasoned ecstasy 

Lifted my heart, that had begun to cower, 
And wrapped it in a flame of living power. 


My leader said, 'Arise and follow me.' 


Then as I followed gladly I beheld 


How all men baffled, burdened, crossed or curst, 


Clutch at an angel's hem, if near or far; 


One not-to-be-resisted voice, deep-belled. 


Speaks to them, and of those we call the worst, 


Lo, each poor blackened brow strains to a Star! 


The Wind of Death 


THE wind of death, that softly blows 
The last warm petal from the rose. 
The last dry leaf from off the tree, 
To-nig'ht has come to breathe on me. 
There was a time I learned to hate 


As weaker mortals learn to love 
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The passion held me fixed as fate. 
Burned in my veins early and late; 

But now a wind falls from above 

The wind of death, that silently 
Enshroudeth friend and enemy. 

There was a time my soul was thrilled 
By keen ambition's v/hip and spur; 

My master forced me where he willed. 
And with his power my life was filled; 
But now the old-time pulses stir 

How faintly in the wind of death, 

That bloweth lightly as a breath. 

And once, but once, at Love's dear feet 
I yielded strength and life and heart; 
His look turned bitter into sweet, 

His smile made all the world complete; 
The wind blows loves like leaves apart — 
The wind of death, that tenderly 

Is blowing 'twixt my love and me. 

0 wind of death, that darkly blows 
Each separate ship of human woes 

Far out on a mysterious sea, 


] turn, I turn my face to thee! 
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Old Prose 
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Letter to Anton Ridder Van Rappard from Vincent van Gogh 


I have been working very hard. I had not made many compositions or studies 
for a long time, so when I once got started, I became so eager that many a 
morning I got up at four o'clock It must not surprise you that some of my 


figures are so entirely different from those I make at times when I use models. 


I seldom work from memory I do not practice that kind of thing very much. 
Besides, I am so used to work with the natural form now and can keep my 
personal feeling out of it much better than I could at first. I waver less and just 


because I am sitting opposite the model, sometimes |I feel more like myself. 


When I have a model who is quiet and steady and with whom I am acquainted, 
then I draw repeatedly till there is one drawing that is different from the rest, 
which does not look like an ordinary study, but more typical and with more 
feeling. All the same it was made under circumstances similar to those of the 
others, yet the latter are just studies with less feeling and life in them. This 
manner of working is like another one, just as plausible. As to The Little 
Winter Gardens, for example, you said yourself they had so much feeling; all 
right, but that was not accidental I drew them several times and there was no 


feeling in them. 


Then afterwards after I had done the ones that were so stiff came the others. 
It is the same with the clumsy and awkward things. How it happens that I can 


express something of that kind? Because the thing has already taken form in 
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my mind before I start on it. The first attempts are absolutely unbearable. I 
say this because I want you to know that if you see something worth-while in 


what I am doing, it is not by accident but because of real intention and 


purpose. 


I am very much pleased to have you notice that of late I have been trying to 
express the values of crowds, and that I try to separate things in the dizzy whirl 


and chaos one can see in each little corner of Nature. 


Formerly the light and shade in my studies were mostly arbitrary, at least they 
were not put down logically, and so they were colder and flatter. When I once 
get the feeling of my subject, and get to know it, I usually draw it in three or 
more variations be it a figure or landscape only I always refer to Nature for 
every one of them and then I do my best not to put in any detail, as the dream 


quality would then be lost. 


When Tersteeg or my brother then says to me: "What is that, grass or coal?" I 


answer: "Glad to hear that you cannot see what it is." 


Still it is enough like Nature for the simple peasants of this part of the country. 
They say: "Yes, that's the hedge of Juffrouw Renese," and: "There are the 


beanpoles of van der Louw." 


Pen & Pencil Page 57 Summer 2024 


Pictorial: The form of Penelope ... 
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The Process of Inspiration by Jean Cocteau 


Often the public forms an idea of inspiration that is quite false, almost a 
religious notion. Alas! I do not believe that inspiration falls from heaven. I 
think it rather the result of a profound indolence and of our incapacity to put 
to work certain forces in ourselves. These unknown forces work deep within 
us, with the aid of the elements of daily life, its scenes and passions, and, when 
they burden us and oblige us to conquer the kind of somnolence in which we 
indulge ourselves like invalids who try to prolong dream and dread resuming 
contact with reality, in short when the work that makes itself in us and in spite 
of us demands to be born, we can believe that this work comes to us from 
beyond and is offered us by the gods. The artist is more slumberous in order 
that he shall not work. By a thousand ruses, he prevents his nocturnal work 


from coming to the light of day. 


For it is at this moment that consciousness must take precedence over the 
unconscious and that it becomes necessary to find the means which permit the 
unformed work to take form, to render it visible to all. To write, to conquer 
ink and paper, accumulate letters and paragraphs, divide them with periods 
and commas, is a different matter from carrying around the dream of a play 


or of a book. 


"More light" was the last phrase of Goethe. This phrase assumes meaning 
when one considers the struggle of Goethe against the shadow and that 
existence which he consecrated to clarifying the least recesses of his being 


and to repulsing the charm of the dog and the wolf. I bow before certain scenes 
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of Faust, Part II, that of the fall of Euphorion, for example, in which Goethe 
reaches the state of grace, in full possession of himself. It would be inexact to 
accuse an artist of pride when he declares that his work requires 
somnambulism. The poet is at the disposal of his night. His role is humble, he 


must clean house and await its due visitation. 


The play that I am producing at /e Theatre de l'Oeuvre, The Knights of the 
Round Table, is a visitation of this sort. I was sick and tired of writing, when 
one morning, after having slept poorly, I woke with a start and witnessed, as 
from a seat in a theater, three acts which brought to life an epoch and 
characters about which I had no documentary information and which I 


regarded moreover as forbidding. 


Long afterward, I succeeded in writing the play and I divined the 


circumstances that must have served to incite me. 


(Editor's Note: Cocteau was an opium addict and realized many of his 


literary ideas in an opiate's state of mind ... ) 
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Mathematics and Science 
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Would Albert Einstein End Up in Academia in 2024? By Avi Loeb 


Albert Einstein in 1913, two years before formulating his General Theory of 


Relativity which currently describes our concept of space and time. 
[Harvard] Imagine that you are a young Albert Einstein in Gen Z, born 120 


years after the legendary scientist, with a new concept for explaining the 


nature of dark matter, dark energy and the origin of the Big Bang. 
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At age 21, you submitted for publication your first paper with your 
revolutionary ideas, but it was rejected by the editors. The referees argued that 
you must demonstrate consistency with the full plethora of data on the 
microwave background anisotropies, large scale structures, rotation curves of 
galaxies and mass profiles of clusters of galaxies. But the truth is that they 
never heard of your name and their default assertion is that you better 
demonstrate yourself in the beaten path before "rocking the boat" and 
maneuvering it to break new ground. You explain to the editors why your 
concept is novel and worth considering, but they decline publication and state 
that you must perform computer simulations that reproduce the well- 
established "successes" of the standard cosmological model before they will 
revisit their decision. I placed quotation marks around the term successes, 
because the standard model is devoid of substantive knowledge about its main 
constituents: the origin of the Big Bang or the nature of dark matter and dark 


energy. 


The attention threshold is placed high for unknown innovators because the 
community of practicing scientists is large. Political pressure promotes 
regression to the mean and suppresses original thinking outside the box of two 
standard deviations, which is relatively narrow for large number statistics. In 
addition, there is a large background of crackpots promoting nonsensical 
models of new physics and triggering a Pavlovian reflex of automatic 
rejection among mainstream scientists. One way to improve the prospects for 
a positive reception is to collaborate with a recognized leader in the discipline 


and to formulate ideas in terms of the terminology that is commonly used by 
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the community. Both methods are naturally promoted in the course of a PhD 


thesis with a highly regarded mentor. 


If you encounter these fortunate circumstances and your paper eventually gets 
accepted for publication, it will most likely be ignored by mainstream 
physicists who are reluctant to take risks. The revolutionary concept might 
gain traction within a decade or two, when new data will highlight its promise. 
At that time, you will be lucky if anyone would remember your original paper. 
The scientists who will promote it based on the new data will mainly reference 


themselves in subsequent publications. 


Mainstream practitioners justify the current academic system because they 
adapted to thrive in it. They secure grants for their research group in the 
competitive environment of a large community, by avoiding risks and 
proposing to improve upon work that was already done before. Members of 
grant allocation committees who invested their careers in the beaten path 
welcome such proposals, because they would make their voice louder in the 
echo chamber that they established over decades as "experts" of past 


knowledge. 


I explained this social dynamic today in answer to a question by the brilliant 
reporter, Andréa Morris, who heard complaints by a world-renowned 
biologist who proposed new ideas in cosmology and encountered the 


characteristic responses described above. 
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Andréa wondered: *How can academia do better?" I replied that innovation 
should be encouraged not only by creating a safe space for innovators, where 
their ideas are evaluated and debated, but also by rewarding them for taking 
risks in exploring new knowledge. Science needs a new funding scheme by 
which innovators serve on the committees that evaluate innovative proposals. 
In other words, the reviewers should be drawn from the community of 
scientists who already received funding for risky proposals or have a 
demonstrated track record of path-breaking innovations in their resume. In 
this new scientific ecosystem, a fixed fraction of the global funding and 
publication space would be dedicated to the category of innovation, and the 
decisions on how to allocate these resources will be made by innovators rather 


than traditional gate-keepers. 


The fraction of the global resources allocated to innovation could be as small 
as 2096, but it should not be much smaller. Most importantly, these resources 
should be controlled by open-minded scientists and not by traditional thinkers. 
My advice to young scientists is to pursue a diversified portfolio similar to 
that adopted in financial investments, as I suggested in a Nature, published in 
2010. Back then, I wrote: *Astrophysics has both safe and risky topics — I 
like to think of them as ‘bonds’ (low risk), ‘stocks’ (medium risk) and “venture 
capital’ (VC; high risk). The best approach for fledgling researchers is to 
diversify their academic portfolio, always making sure to devote some of it to 
innovative projects with risky but potentially highly profitable returns. The 
average research-time investment strategy for postdocs in astrophysics is 8096 


bonds, 15% stocks and 5% VC. But I recommend instead 50% bonds, 30% 
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stocks and 20% VC on average, with individual choices depending on 


circumstances." 


Pablo Picasso started painting realistically in order to master the art of painting 
in the traditional way it was practiced before him. But as his self-confidence 
grew, he ventured into the new realm of abstract paintings and pioneered the 
Cubism Movement. Tenure in academia offers the foundation of security 


needed for the transition to disruptive innovation. 


In addition, academia should respond to new opportunities for reinvigorating 
fields that become less creative over time. Instead of debating ancient Greek 
philosophy, philosophers should debate how to create new ethical and legal 
rules to mitigate risks from new technologies, such as artificial intelligence 
(AI) and robotics. We should pursue innovations of the future rather than echo 


chambers of the past. 


The current academic and federal funding systems do not encourage 
innovation enough, because of limited resources and political pressure to 
conform with popular paradigms. A 2023 article in Nature magazine was 
titled “Papers and patents are becoming less disruptive over time". Based on 
analysis of data across six decades, the authors concluded: “We find that 
papers and patents are increasingly less likely to break with the past in ways 


that push science and technology in new directions." 


If research in academia will not be restructured, it will become less relevant 


to the future of society. This would mean that young Einsteins will choose to 
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work in the “for-profit” sector, where innovation thrives. Here's hoping that 
the academic community will correct course and follow Robert Frost's 


Wisdom: 


“Two roads diverged in a wood, and I — 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference.” 
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Pictorial: You Better Run and Hide ... | have you in my Sights! 
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The Genius of Isaac Newton by Patrick Bruskiewich 


(full title: Centripetal Acceleration and the Genius of Isaac Newton) 


Everyone has heard of the great 17" century British scientist Sir Isaac Newton. 
Very few people can describe more than one or two achievements of this great 


man. Iteach physics and enjoy sharing the history of such great scientists. 


The other day I was teaching an AP Physics C student about centripetal 
acceleration. We began by using dimensional analysis to outline the 
relationship between the uniform speed of an object at a fix radius in a circular 
orbit and its centripetal acceleration (centri means towards the center and 


petal means pushed), 
I asked him whether he wanted to see how Newton derived the relationship 

A centripetal = vir 
Newton started by imaging a perfectly elastic ball that was bouncing 
symmetrically and at 45 degrees between the four walls of a box. He had 
circumscribed a box with sides each of length 2d onto a circle of radius d. 
Every time the ball with momentum p = mv bounced off a wall of the box the 


change in momentum was always directed towards the center of the box and 


was equal to 2p cos (45). 
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Off the far right wall then, the change in momentum A p = p ginal — P initial IS 
Ap Ip ANA 


The distance s that was traveled between one bounce and the next is V 2 d. 


The speed of the orbit is then 
v=4s/t 


The Force over one bounce is what happens over 1⁄4 of the orbital period that 


is, that is during a segment of time equal to 


t/4=s/v=V2dWv 
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The force is just the change in momentum in a bounce off the wall divided by 


one quarter of the time it takes to complete an entire orbit, namely 
F-Ap/(t4)2—N2p/(N2d/v) »-pv/dz-mv?/d 


Which means that the acceleration experienced by the bouncing ball is indeed 


directed towards the center of the box and has the magnitude 

A centripetal = vir 
The purists amongst you would ask that Newton's idea be applied to a n sided 
polygon and then take the number n to infinity. If you have read your 


mathematical history you know we need to borrow an idea from the great 


Greek scientist and mathematician Archimedes. 


In terms of the internal angle,the change in momentum for a bounce is given 
by 
^p--2psin (m/n) 


The perimeter of the n-sided polygon of radius r is given by 


s=2nrsin (n/n) 
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with the length of one bounce segment being s/n = 2 r sin (z/n). This means 


then that the force experienced by the ball on one bounce is 
F = — [2 p sin (n/n) / 2 r sin (n/n) | vo-pv/r2-m v?/r 
And once again we arrive at 
A centripetal = vir 


Such is the genius of Isaac Newton, with a little help from Archimedes! 
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History 
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Anthony Rota should step down by Patrick Bruskiewich 


(Full title: Anthony Rota should step down from Canada’s Parliament} 


[Vancouver] On September 22", 2023, almost two years to a day from 
Canada's last Federal Election the former Speaker of Canada's House of 
Commons, Mr. Anthony Rota, introduced in the visitor's gallery a 98 year old 
Ukrainian man and a known Nazis during a State function. This was done 
moments before the speech in the House by a visiting President from a 


European country. 


This known Nazis, a Mr. Hunka has lived in Canada since the 1950's and 
entered Canada during the height of post-war political hysteria.Mr. Rota knew 
the former Nazis personally, and knew that he was part of an SS Division that 
had undertaken war crimes and genocide in Poland during the Second World 
War. This Nazis is proud of the fact he fought for the SS against the Soviet 
Army. 


Many millions of Canadians are angry for what Mr. Anthony Rota has done. 
I am infuriated to an added measure for the simple reason that two of my 
Polish uncles, as conscripts in Rokosovvski's Army, had actually fought the 


very SS Division that the Nazis Hunka was a member of. 


I am also infuriated because both my polish uncles William Lang and Vincent 
Lang, the brothers of my Catholic paternal grandmother, have the right to 
stand up and say they fought both the Soviets and the Nazis during the Second 
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World War. As conscripts in the Army commanded by Konstantin 
Rokossovsky my uncles help liberate many of the death camps run by the SS 


set up in occupied Poland. 


My uncles were then conscript into the Soviet Army. As Sergeants in the 
Polish Army in 1939 William and Vinvent were mobilized and fought in 
Eastern Poland against the army that Stalin had sent to carve up part the 
eastern of Poland. The 1939 Soviet invasion of Poland began a few days after 
their then ally Nazis Germany attacked Poland from the West. Stalin though 
he could trust Hitler but history would prove him wrong. Some historians 
argue that if Stalin had not cut a deal with Hitler to cut-up Poland in 1939 
World War Two might never have happened in Europe. 


If you know anything of the history of this period you will know that the 
14,000 Polish officers that Stalin's Commissars captured in 1939 were all 
executed at Katyn and at other now long forgotten grave sites in the former 


Soviet Union. . 


If you know anything of the history of this period you will know that the 
Stalin's Commissars set the remaining 200,000 soldiers captured in eastern 


Poland into Gulags and work camps in Siberia. 


If you know anything of the history of this period you will know that Stalin's 
secret police rounded up anyone they perceived as a threat to their occupation 


of Poland and either sent then to a Gulag or murdered them on the spot. 
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The mother of my grandmother Rose, and of her brothers William and 
Vincent, was raped and then murdered by Stalin's secret police in 1939 a few 


days after the occupation of Eastern Poland by the Stalin. 


You may note that I call these entities of Stalin's doing for he ultimately is 
responsible to what happen to the people in Eastern Poland in 1939. Stalin 
was a butcher, comparable to Hitler and Mao. Professor Ian Johnson provides 
a convincing tally in a New York Review article from February 5", 2018. He 


claims that Stalin is responsible for upwards of 30 million deaths. 


In 1942, some months after the Nazis invaded the Soviet Union, and while 
Stalin's armies lay defeated on the battle field, Stalin's Secret Police came 
into the work camp my uncles were incarcerated in and gave them a simple 
choice, either fight in Rokossovsky's army or they would shoot you there and 
then. Only a few bullets were expended that day when Polish soldiers now 


too ill to fight the Nazis due to Stalin's mistreatment were exterminated. 


Many of the Polish soldiers my uncle's fought beside from 1942 to 1945 in 
Rokossovsky's army perished at the hands of the SS while they fought to 


liberate Poland, Ukraine and Russia. 


Were my uncles alive today they would spit in the faces of both Anthony Rota 
and his Nazi friend Hunka. They both died in their beds as old men in the 
1980's, taking to the grave the nightmares they had experienced from 1939 to 
1945. I know enough of what my uncles and their compatriots had been 


through to stand up and speak on their behalf. 
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While Anthony Rota has already resigned and been replaced as the Speaker 
of the House, he does not deserve to remain as a member in good standing in 
Canada's House of Commons. He ought to do the honorable thing and resign 


from Canada's Parliament. 


I am profoundly disappointed that neither the Rt. Hon. Governor General of 
Canada nor the Rt. Hon. Prime Minister of Canada has asked Anthony Rota 


to resign from the House of Commons. 


Through a back channel to the Opposition in Canada's House of Commons I 
have suggested the Hunka-Rota matter be dealt with by the House as a matter 
of Breach of Privilege but this too has led to silence. The Hunka-Rota is an 
extraordinary affront to Parliament and to the Reputation of Canada as a 


nation. 


A colleague of mine has stated the obvious ... perhaps Canada's House of 
Commons is too much of an old girls or old boys network to do the proper 


thing. 


Perhaps I need not hold my breath? For many centuries it has been a 
Parliamentary tradition to provide members of the House of Commons a 
certain latitude with the facts. They are also accorded certain privileges that 
render them immune to judicial review outside of the House for malfeasance 


and mischief done by them within the walls of the House of Commons. 
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The members of the House of Commons will have to stand before the 
electorate in the near future. The Hunka-Rota matter has given Canadians one 
more reason why not to trust the judgment of those who sit on Canada's 
Parliament. As a member of Parliament are you not worried about guilt by 


association. 


Perhaps there is something the members of Canada's Parliament have 
overlooked. It appears that Mr. Anthony Rota had met Mr. Hunka in the past 
and would have been aware of his Nazis past. The SS Division Hunka fought 


with has been accused of war crimes and genocide. 


With great fanfare the Rt. Hon. Prime Minister of Canada appointed an 
Attorney General who is purported to be an expert on matters relating to 
Genocide. The Attorney General of Canada is the chief law enforcement 
officer and acts not for the Prime Minister and his Cabinet, but acts on behalf 
of the Crown. Perhaps the RCMP needs to open an investigation as to the 
possible criminality of a member of Canada's Parliament abetting and abiding 


a member of an organization that undertook war crimes. 


As for Mr. Hunka, in a recent email to the Rt. Hon. Governor general of 
Canada I recommended she talk with her Polish counterpart and make 
arrangements to deport Mr. Hunka to Poland so that he can stand trial for war 
crimes. I have also suggested she ask the Chief Justice of Canada's Supreme 
Court to set in abeyance Mr. Hunka's purported Charter Rights until such time 
as the Chief Justice and his court has made a determination as to whether he 


can claim such rights. 
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Personally I think Mr. Hunka should not be allowed to live out his last days 
as a free man in Canada but instead should be set into a Polish Jail so that the 
demons from his past can keep him company and escort him to the gates of 


hell. 


My final comment might set things into a modern context. I am an informed 
Canadian. I am infirmed as a result of my service to the Crown and to 
Canada's Parliament as a young officer with the Royal Canadian Navy some 
four decades ago. My first job was learning how to if necessary venture out 
to sea to search for and if necessary sink Soviet nuclear powered nuclear 
armed submarines. In the early 1980's, after I left the RCN, the Crown 


commanded me Voir et Dire. 


In recent years I have played an active role in trying to bring a peaceful end 
to the Russian invasion of Ukraine. I enjoy tweaking Russian President 


Putin's nose. I do this quite often and with effect. 


For instance, Nobel Prize winner Mr. Mikhail Gorbachev and I managed to 
ground the Russian Air force during the Great Patriotic War day festivities in 
Moscow in 2022. Some more mischief by like-minded souls made the 2023 


Great Patriotic War day parade into a one tank circus. 


Last December I invited the Russian Parliament to take away President Putin's 


war fighting authority and impeach him. 
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Pictorial: A Study in Red ... 


Pen & Pencil Page 80 Summer 2024 


The World is Seriously Broken: Can We Still Fix It? By Avi Loeb 


A distinguished professor at a prestigious university wrote to me yesterday: 


"I am having trouble these days getting out of bed in the morning as 


, 


the world seems insane.’ 


(Harvard) Her message resonated with me because it arrived just a few 
minutes after a meeting with my research group of students, postdocs and 
research associates, where I summarized my winter-break visit to Israel with 
the words: “Given the wars in the Middle East and Ukraine, the worldwide 
rise in antisemitism, the sympathy towards terrorism followed by silence after 
the rape of Israeli women on October 7, the subsequent turmoil at Harvard 
university — ranked lowest on the scale of college free speech by FIRE's 
survey a month before October 7, the steady denial of evidence-based science 
in favor of opinion-based narratives by social media mobs and news 
reporters... altogether, the world appears to be seriously broken. Can we still 


fix it or is it a lost cause?" 


The alternative response is to retreat into a “vacation mode” and enjoy our 
personal life and academic inquiry as long as it lasts. We are under no 
obligation to carry the weight of the world on our shoulders. When our home 
is on fire, we can take a vacation on a remote island of academic isolation. 


Should that be the advice I give to my research group? 
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Anyone who met me knows that I am not a vacation advocate. Last summer, 
Iled an expedition to the Pacific Ocean and worked around the clock to collect 
evidence about the first reported meteor from outside the Solar system — 


based on data from US government satellites. 


Why did I sacrifice my annual vacation time on the altar of science? Because 
an object from interstellar space might carry a message for our salvation. Any 
physical evidence that we are not alone in our cosmic neighborhood would 
make fighting over terrestrial territories look insane for the same reason that 


family feuds stop when neighbors show up at the doorstep. 


Our political troubles stem from a tendency to congregate into tribes and 
engage in hate of members from other tribes. During ancient history, the size 
of congregations was limited by the ability of people to gather together in the 
same physical space. But today, tribalism and hate are amplified by social 
media which enable the congregation of enormous crowds on virtual 
platforms. The virtual world ends up shaping the real world and calamities are 
triggered by protestors who engage in aggressive action based on superficial 


opinions without fact checks or a historic perspective. 


On this backdrop, devout advocates often violate the principles that they wish 
to promote. They pretend to promote women's rights but remain indifferent 
to women being raped by Hamas terrorists; they pretend to promote minority 
rights but remain indifferent to anti-Semitic sentiments; they pretend to 
promote freedom of speech but allocate it only to those who agree with them; 


they pretend to promote evidence-based science only when the evidence 
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supports their opinion. When virtue signaling fosters oxymorons, it is clear 


that we live in an Orwellian society doomed to destruction. 


Perhaps I am naive. But my thinking is that learning about the existence of a 
more intelligent civilization in outer space would inspire us to unite. It makes 
little sense to engage in tribalism and hate on a ship that sails through turbulent 
waters after receiving a message in a bottle about a safe haven that lies beyond 
the horizon. Scientific knowledge about an intelligent civilization could unite 
us in the same way that a physical proof for the existence of God would unite 
a religious congregation because its super-human qualities would trigger awe 


and suppress the ego of all spectators. 


I appreciated the power of a collaborative mindset during our Pacific Ocean 
expedition, when all team members worked constructively for the success of 
the mission. Humanity's ship is Earth and the turbulence we feel so far is our 
own creation on deck. Evidence about what lies beyond our horizon should 


serve as our inspiration. 


The next scientific expedition to the Pacific Ocean will attempt to retrieve 
larger pieces of the first studied interstellar meteor. If the object will end up 
being a rock, so be it. The Galileo Project team will continue to search for 
other interstellar objects. Irrespective of how many interstellar rocks we 
identify, the first message we recover in an interstellar bottle could inspire us 


to come together and fix our world. 
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We should not rest until we extinguish the flames of tribalism and hate ignited 
by superficial protestors on the deck of our ship. Our long-term survival will 


be the ultimate manifestation of our collective intelligence. 
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New Poetry 


Pen & Pencil Page 85 Summer 2024 


Four Poems by Ayla Souza 


Fruit for the Garden of Mind 


Echoes of altering thoughts, repetitive and constant, 
The puddle of minds that settle like a pool of blood, 
People in society put up mental fences and speak blunt, 


Yet they hope with their bitter actions to be understood. 


Black is the night, white is the moon, beautiful and bright, 
Lost with ponders about tasteful hidden desires, 
Fearing our demons within, searching for angels in sight, 


Normality is a belief made for souls not to conspire. 


Soaring our minds through the space and spec of time, 
Hoping that one day love and nurture will be our only way, 
A fragmented society in a world trying to save humankind, 


Individual beliefs are flawed, while kindness frays. 


Souls stuck in the emotions of memories long past, 
A pain not worth keeping, feelings that don't need to last, 
An unnecessary suffering not meant to be magnified, 


Allow thus mind to untie the mental knots, choose not to hide. 


The choice of manifesting reality is an artful craft, 


Awareness and dedication are wisdom spacecraft, 


Pen & Pencil Page 86 Summer 2024 


Cultivate the mind like a magnificent fruitful garden, 


Let the joy of choosing to strive be the shell that hardens. 


The choices of allowing negative thoughts to flourish, 
Is the root cause of any perpetual suffering realities, 
Emotions cave once the belief is made to spiritually vanish, 


The frustration sings and builds inside until we realize. 


The key is within the soul, the insightful whispers, 
Unexplainable truths told to be a fairytale, 
Reality entwines into a fictional life changer, 


Open the mind to find what the world has veiled. 


Bravery to stray from what put thus heart at bay, 
The strength to focus on what makes your mind sing, 
Sweet melodies that send our internal demons away, 


Water thus brain like it's a seed blossoming in the spring. 
Black Lace Brain 

Treacherous bodies walking in psychological illusions, 
Masked with what they perceive as beauty. 

Lost in the mindset of their own delusions, 


Lost in their long-lasting search for serenity. 


The prickling desire to taste the forbidden fruits, 
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The pathway to life, a maze without a trace. 
Like rats with no sense of memory in a loop, 


Our brains wrapped in a mind controlling black lace. 


Dreaming about a world with joyful tomorrow’s, 
People wondering about a place with grace. 
Like confused bees pollinating wilted flowers, 


Running for a race, they will take last place. 


The human species emotionally devolving, 
The human mind and spirit of many disconnected, 
Many souls lost without a desire to dance or sing, 


The gifted viewed with a label and some isolated. 


We are all one yet not a face to save their place, 
Perhaps lost like dust blowing in the wind. 
Racing to a line without a body to chase, 


When skin and booty lines are all your eye can find. 


Mixed thoughts of pleasure and disgust, 
Fills the valleys of the perplexed minds of few, 
Underlying the wives’ minds of many with broken trust, 


Faces with thoughts that weigh like a bottle of glue. 


The never-ending broadcast of tragic news, 


Gunshot there, stab here, trespass there, 
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Bloodshed everywhere beyond our nature to nurture, 


Individuals escaping unfairness they can not bear. 


A treason without a just reason lead by greed, 
A darkness led by a hunger so cruel and selfish, 
Nor sunlight, nor water could nourish a rotten seed, 


Humanities fate has witnessed the devils kiss. 


Suited Thoughts in Time 


Suited higher ups flooded with Excuses, 
Trapping souls in square glass Boxes, 
Not an answer to quench life's Questions, 


People separated into sad Fractions. 


Taking wealth to their domains in Wagons, 
The fancy, prance with their legal Weapons, 
Murmurs of wrath tied like dirty Ribbons, 
Their support lacks like blown up Pylons. 


Truth for eternity they will make thus Seek, 
Not to care, if sanity for all will fall Bleak, 
Truth will put thus mind in a Frost, 


For this mind, near death was truths Cost. 


Mind to mind projection, answers Unfold, 
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Universal laws, belief, the key that Upholds, 
The bravery to imagine without fear is Bold, 


Behold the wisdom in this darkened World. 


Hundred years passed yet insanity grows, 
They plow the people into piles that mold, 
Controlling every conscious not to Light, 


Slowly some spark their inner Insight. 


Listen to your mind and life will Brighten, 
Process those emotions that Frighten, 
Choose which voices to cautiously Ignore, 


The morality in life is that there is more. 


Fly like a Falcon 


Society jailed by the emotions of Bygones, 
Leading their life like disintegrated Pawns, 
Next generations takeoff like sad Balloons, 


Mindsets damaged like charaded Spoons. 


Beliefs come and go like confused Clouds, 
Sinful acts provoking fear upon Crowds, 
In the name of justice of their Forsakes, 


A pain caused from irrefutable Mistakes. 
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Altering joyful thoughts into sad Abstract, 
Letting go of thoughts, refusal to Subtract, 
A tool that snaps strength into the Brittle, 
With time reduces inner pain little by Little. 


Wearing their identity like a soiled Playsuit, 
Fakeness infiltrates like a dusty Attribute, 
Fly little bird, soar like the bravest Falcon, 


The secrets of the one after a Dozen. 


Alter perspectives, use mind like a Wand, 
Humanity refuses to visualize the Beyond, 
Kindness fading from the root of their Soul, 


Happiness lost like a fireless cold wet Coal. 


Unaware that minds connect like Syphons, 
A flock like mindset of wingless Pigeons, 
Insanity of the sane only causes Derange, 


Opinions seem to only grow more Strange. 


Striving life like a curious Insomniac, 
Breaking free from a mental Cul-de-sac, 
Spread hope across like joyous Streetlights, 
Bathe beneath the rays of the Moonlight. 


Disrespectful acts for fame to be Famous, 
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World Majorities rules with a rotten Focus, 
Vent those bottled words kept Voiceless, 
Retreat from that psychological Darkness. 
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Wonder Why It Is ... by Aki Kurosawa 


It is the middle of the night 
and I cannot sleep ... again ... 
It is too hot to sleep. 

The moisture in the air sticks 
my panties to my bare skin — 
so I take them off 

and fan myself all over. 

The cold air arouses me 

And so with fan in one hand 

I tickle myself with the other, 
Seeking pleasure in every fold of my self 
Now I am even hotter than before but ... 
Really I don't mind it ... 

I will take a cold shower later 
After I have spent myself ... 
I'll soap myself all over ... 
And wonder why it is 

I am always alone when I am 
SO — 

ar 

ous 


ed! 
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Pictorial: A Beautiful Composition 


Pen & Pencil Page 94 Summer 2024 


Perhaps I am twice or more ... by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I am not half the man I used to be 
Nor one in his entirety 


Perhaps I am twice or more ... 


With the passage of time 
I have learned so much 


That I did not know before 
When I was much younger 
No longer do I need to run 


Nor prove my worth ... 


To get to where I am going. 
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For ínterestíng Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fífty títles available at archive.org 


Editor ín Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Art 
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The Art of the Selfie by Karen S 


These are some selfies of me and my friends. I asked them to send me selfies. 
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Page 100 Summer 2024 


Pen & Pencil 
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As you can see, selfies can be both personal and beautiful. 
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A collection of fíne literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


Lancouver 


Over one hundred títles available at archíve.org 
Editor ín Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Pictorial: A girl and her pussy ... 
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Sitting for a Charcoal Portrait by Patrick Bruskiewich 


[Vancouver] A few weeks ago, while walking to the grocery store, a perfect 
stranger introduced himself. He was a well-known and respected Canadian- 
Philippine artist, Mr. Edgar Lantin. He said he wanted to sketch my portrait. 
Last Monday I sat for him for about an hour and this is the sketch he produced: 


Long after I am dead and buried my likeness will live on. 


Thank you Edgar. 


Pen & Pencil Page 109 Summer 2024 


Novella: The Wisdom of the Heart by Henry Miller 
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Every book by an analyst gives us, in addition to the philosophy underlying 
his therapeutic, a glimpse into the nature of the analyst's own problem vis-à- 
vis life. The very fact of writing a book, indeed, is a recognition on the part of 
the analyst of the falsity of the patient- versus-analyst situation. In attempting, 
through the educative method, to enlarge his field of influence, the analyst is 
tacitly informing us of his desire to relinquish the unnecessary role of healer 
which has been thrust upon him. Though in fact he repeats every day to his 
patients the truth that they must heal themselves, actually what happens is that 
the list of patients grows with terrifying rapidity, so that sometimes the healer 
is obliged to seek another healer himself. Some analysts are just as pitiful and 
harassed specimens of humanity as the patients who come to them for relief. 
Many of them have confused the legitimate acceptance of a role with 
immolation, or vain sacrifice. Instead of exposing the secret of health and 
balance by example, they elect to adopt the lazier course, usually a disastrous 
one, of transmitting the secret to their patients. Instead of remaining human, 
they seek to cure and convert, to become life- giving saviors, only to find in 
the end that they have crucified themselves. If Christ died on the cross to 
inculcate the notion of sacrifice, it was to give significance to this inherent 
law of life, and not to have men follow his example. “Crucifixion is the law 
of life," says Howe, and it is true, but it must be understood symbolically, not 


literally. 


Throughout his books (J and Me; Time and the Child; War Dance, by E. 
Graham Howe) it is the indirect or Oriental way of life which he stresses, and 
this attitude, it may also be said, is that of art. The art of living is based on 


rhythm, on give and take, ebb and flow, light and dark, life and death. By 
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acceptance of all the aspects of life, good and bad, right and wrong, yours and 
mine, the static, defensive life, which is what most people are cursed with, is 
converted into a dance, “the dance of life," as Havelock Ellis called it. The 


real function of the dance is 


—metamorphosis. One can dance to sorrow or to joy; one can even dance 
abstractly, as Helba Huara proved to the world. But the point is that, by the 
mere act of dancing, the elements which compose it are transformed; the 
dance is an end in itself, just like life. The acceptance of the situation, any 
situation, brings about a flow, a rhythmic impulse towards self-expression. To 
relax is, of course, the first thing a dancer has to learn. It is also the first thing 
a patient has to learn when he confronts the analyst. It is the first thing any 
one has to learn in order to live. It is extremely difficult, because it means 
surrender, full surrender. Howe's whole point of view is based on this simple, 
yet revolutionary idea of full and unequivocal surrender. It is the religious 
view of life: the positive acceptance of pain, suffering, defeat, misfortune, and 
so on. It is the long way round, which has always proved to be the shortest 
way after all. It means the assimilation of experience, fulfillment through 
obedience and discipline: the curved span of time through natural growth 
rather than the speedy, disastrous short-cut. This is the path of wisdom, and 


the one that must be taken eventually, because all the others only lead to it. 


Few books dealing with wisdom—or shall I say, the art of living?—are so 
studded with profundities as these three books. The professional thinker is apt 
to look at them askance because of the utter simplicity of the author's 


statements. Unlike the analyst, the professional thinker seldom enjoys the 
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opportunity of seeing his theories put to the test. With the analyst thinking is 
always vital, as well as an every-day affair. He is being put to the test every 
moment of his life. In the present case we are dealing with a man for whom 
writing is a stolen luxury, a fact which could be highly instructive to many 


writers who spend hours trying to squeeze out a thought. 


Howe looks at the world as it is now, this moment. He sees it very much as he 
would a patient coming to him for treatment. “The truth is, we are sick," he 
says, and not only that, but—“ we are sick of being sick.” If there is something 
wrong, he infers, it is not a something which can be driven out with a stick, or 
a bayonet. The remedy is metaphysically achieved, not therapeutically: the 
cure does not lie in finding a cause and rooting it out. “It is as if we change 
the map of life itself by changing our attitude towards it," says Howe. This is 
an eternal sort of gymnastics, known to all wise men, which lies at the very 


root of metaphysics. 


Life, as we all know, is conflict, and man, being part of life, is himself an 
expression of conflict. If he recognizes the fact and accepts it, he is apt, despite 
the conflict, to know peace and to enjoy it. But to arrive at this end, which is 
only a beginning (for we haven't begun to live yet!), man has got to learn the 
doctrine of acceptance, that is, of unconditional surrender, which is love. And 
here I must say that I think the author goes beyond any theory of life yet 
enunciated by the analysts; here he reveals himself as something more than a 
healer, reveals himself as an artist of life, a man capable of choosing the most 
perilous course in the certitude of faith. Faith in life, let me quickly add—a 


faith free and flexible, equal to any emergency and broad enough to include 
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death, as well as other so-called evils. For in this broad and balanced view of 
life death appears neither as “the last enemy" nor the “end”, if the healer has 
a role, as he points out, it is “to play the part of gynaecologist to death." (For 


further delectation the reader might see the Tibetan Book of the Dead.) 


The whole fourth-dimensional view of reality, which is Howe's metaphysic, 
hinges on this understanding of acceptance. The fourth element is Time, 
which is another way, as Goethe so well knew, of saying—growth. As a seed 
grows in the natural course of time, so the world grows, and so it dies, and so 
it is reborn again. This is the very antithesis of the current notion of 
"progress," in which are bound up the evil dragons of will, purpose, goal and 
struggle—or rather, they are not bound up, but unleashed. Progress, according 
to the Westerner, means a straight line through impenetrable barriers, creating 
difficulties and obstacles all along the line, and thus defeating itself. Howe's 
idea is the Oriental one, made familiar to us through the art of jujitsu, wherein 
the obstacle itself is made into an aid. The method is as applicable to what we 
call disease, or death or evil, as it is to a bullying adversary. The secret of it 
lies in the recognition that force can be directed as well as feared—more, that 
everything can be converted to good or evil, profit or loss, according to one's 
attitude. In his present fearsome state man seems to have but one attitude, 
escape, wherein he is fixed as in a nightmare. Not only does he refuse to accept 
his fears, but worse, he fears his fears. Everything seems infinitely worse than 
it is, says Howe, “just because we are trying to escape." This is the very 
Paradise of Neurosis, a glue of fear and anxiety in which, unless we are willing 
to rescue ourselves, we may stick forever. To imagine that we are going to be 


saved by outside intervention, whether in the shape of an analyst, a dictator, a 
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savior, or even God, is sheer folly. There are not enough lifeboats to go 
around, and anyway, as the author points out, what is needed more than 


lifeboats is lighthouses. A fuller, clearer vision—not more safety appliances! 


Many influences, of astounding variety, have contributed to shape this 
philosophy of life which, unlike most philosophies, takes its stance in life, and 
not in a system of thought. His view embraces conflicting world-views; there 
is room in it to include all of Whitman, Emerson, Thoreau, as well as Taoism, 
Zen Buddhism, astrology, occultism, and so forth. It is a thoroughly religious 
view of life, in that it recognizes “the supremacy of the unseen.” Emphasis is 
laid on the dark side of life, on all that which is considered negative, passive, 
evil, feminine, mysterious, unknowable. War Dance closes on this note— 
"there is nothing that it is not better to accept, even though it be the expression 
of our enemy’s ill-will. There is no progress other than what is, if we could 
let it be. . . .” This idea of let be, of non -interference, of living now in the 
moment, fully, with complete faith in the processes of life, which must remain 
ever largely unknown to us, is the cardinal aspect of his philosophy. It means 
evolution versus revolution, and involution as well as evolution. It takes 
cognizance of insanity as well as sleep, dream and death. It does not seek to 
eliminate fear and anxiety, but to incorporate them in the whole plexus of 
man’s emotional being. It does not offer a panacea for our ills, nor a paradise 
beyond: it recognizes that life’s problems are fundamentally insoluble and 
accepts the fact graciously. It is in this full recognition and acceptance of 
conflict and paradox that Howe reconciles wisdom with common sense. At 
the heart of it is humor, gaiety, the sense of play—not morality, but reality. It 


is a lenitive, purgative, healing doctrine, based on the open palm rather than 
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the closed fist; on surrender, sacrifice, renunciation, rather than struggle, 
conquest, idealism. It favors the slow, rhythmic movement of growth rather 
than the direct method which would attain an imaginary end through speed 
and force. (Is not the end always bound up with the means?) It seeks to 
eliminate the doctor as well as the patient, by accepting the disease itself rather 
than the medicine or the mediator; it puts the seed above the bomb, conversion 


before solution, and counsels uniqueness rather than normality. 


It seems to be generally admitted by intelligent people, and even by the 
unintelligent, that we are passing through one of the darkest moments in 
history. (What is not so clearly recognized, however, is that man has passed 
through many such periods before, and survived!) There are those who 
content themselves with putting the blame for our condition on the “enemy,” 
call it church, education, government, Fascism, Communism, poverty, 
circumstance, or what not. “They waste their forces proving that they are 
“right” and the other follow “wrong.” For them society is largely composed 
of those who are against their ideas. But society is composed of the insane and 
the criminals, as well as the righteous and the unrighteous. Society represents 
all of us, “what we are and how we feel about life," as Howe puts it. Society 
is Sick, scarcely anybody will deny that, and in the midst of this sick world are 
the doctors who, “knowing little of the reason why they prescribe for us, have 
little faith in anything but heroic surgery and in the patient's quite 
unreasonable ability to recover." The medical men are not interested in health, 
but in combating sickness and disease. Like the other members of society, 


they function negatively. Similarly, no statesmen arise who appear capable of 
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dealing with the blundering dictators, for the quite probable reason that they 


are themselves dictators at heart. . . 


Here is the picture of our so-called “normal” world, obeying, as Howe calls 


it, the law of “infinite regress”: 


"Science carefully measures the seen, but it despises the unseen. 
Religion subdivides itself, protesting and nonconforming in one 
negative schism after another, pursuing the path of infinite regress 
while aggressively attaching itself to the altars of efficient organization. 
Art exploits a multiplication of accurate imitations; its greatest novelty 
is “Surrealism,” which prides itself upon its ability to escape all the 
limitations imposed upon sanity by reality. Education is more or less 
free for all, but the originality of individualism suffers mechanization 
by mass productive methods, and top marks are awarded for aggressive 
excellence. The limits of law aggressively insist that the aggressive 
should be aggressively eliminated, thus establishing the right by means 
of out -wronging the wrong-doer. Our amusements are catered for by 
mechanized methods, for we cannot amuse ourselves. Those who 
cannot play football themselves enthusiastically shout and boo the 
gallant but well-paid efforts of others in ardent partisanship. Those who 
can neither run nor take a risk, back horses. Those who cannot take the 
trouble to tolerate silence have sound brought to their ears without 
effort, or go to picture palaces to enjoy the vicarious advantages of a 
synthetic cinema version of the culture of our age. This system we call 


normality, and it is to live in this disordered world that we bring up our 
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children so expensively. The system is threatened with disaster, but we 
have no thought but to hold it up, while we clamour for peace in which 
to enjoy it. Because we live in it, it seems to be as sacred as ourselves. 
This way of living as refugees from realism, this vaunted palace of 
progress and culture, it must never suffer change. It is normal to be so! 


Who said so? And what does this word normal mean?" 


“Normality,” says Howe, “is the paradise of escapeologists, for it is a fixation 
concept, pure and simple.” “It is better, if we can,” he asserts, “to stand alone 
and to feel quite normal about our abnormality, doing nothing whatever about 


it, except what needs to be done in order to be oneself." 


It is just this ability to stand alone, and not feel guilty or harassed about it, of 
which the average person is incapable. The desire for a lasting external 
security is uppermost, revealing itself in the endless pursuit of health, 
happiness, possessions and so on, defense of what has been acquired being 
the obsessive idea, and yet no real defense being possible, because one cannot 
defend what is undefendable. All that can be defended are imaginary, illusory, 
protective devices. Who, for example, could feel sorry for St. Francis because 
he threw away his clothes and took the vow of poverty? He was the first man 
on record, I imagine, who asked for stones instead of bread. Living on the 
refuse which others threw away he acquired the strength to accomplish 
miracles, to inspire a joy such as few men have given the world, and, by no 
means the least of his powers, to write the most sublime and simple, the most 


eloquent hymn of thanksgiving that we have in all literature: The Canticle to 
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the Sun. Let go and let be! Howe urges. Being is burning, in the truest sense, 


and if there is to be any peace it will come about through being, not having. 


We are all familiar with the phrase— "life begins at forty." For the majority of 
men it is so, for it is only in middle age that the continuity of life, which death 
promises, begins to make itself felt and understood. The significance of 
renunciation, as the author explains it, lies in the fact that it is not a mere 
passive acquiescence, an ignominious surrender to the inevitable forces of 
death, but, on the contrary, a re- counting, a re-valuing. It is at this crucial 
point in the individual's life that the masculine element gives way to the 
feminine. This 1s the usual course, which Nature herself seems to take care of. 
For the awakened individual, however, life begins now, at any and every 
moment; it begins at the moment when he realizes that he is part of a great 
whole, and in the realization becomes himself whole. In the knowledge of 
limits and relationships he discovers the eternal self, thenceforth to move with 
obedience and discipline in full freedom. Balance, discipline, illumination— 
these are the key words in Howe's doctrine of wholeness, or holiness, for the 
words mean the same thing. It is not essentially new, but it needs to be 
rediscovered by each and every one individually. As I said before, one meets 
it in such poets and thinkers as Emerson, Thoreau, Whitman, to take a few 
recent examples. It is a philosophy of life which nourished the Chinese for 
thousands of years, a philosophy which, unfortunately, they have abandoned 


under Western influence. 


That this ancient wisdom of life should be reaffirmed by a practicing analyst, 


by a “healer,” seems to me altogether logical and just. What greater temptation 
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is there for the healer than to play the role of God—and who knows better 
than he the nature and the wisdom of God? E. Graham Howe is a man in his 
prime, healthy, normal in the abnormal sense, successful, as the word goes, 
and desirous more than anything else of leading his own life. He knows that 
the healer is primarily an artist, and not a magician or a god. He seeks, by 
expressing his views publicly, to wean the public of a dependency which is 
itself an expression of disease. He is not interested in healing, but in being. 
He does not seek to cure, but to enjoy a life more abundant. He is not 
struggling to eliminate disease, but to accept it, and by devouring it, 
incorporate it in the body of light and health which is man's true heritage. He 
is not overburdened, because his philosophy of health would not permit him 
to assume tasks beyond his powers. He takes everything in his stride, with 
measure and balance, consuming only what he can digest and assimilate of 
experience. If he is a very capable analyst, as is generally admitted, even by 
his detractors, it is not because of what he knows, but because of what he is. 
He is constantly unloading himself of excess baggage, be it in the form of 
patients, friends, admirers or possessions. His mind is, as the Chinese well 
say, “alive-and -empty.” He is anchored in the flux, neither drowned in it nor 
vainly trying to dam it. He is a very wise man who is at peace with himself 


and the world. One knows that instantly, merely by shaking hands with him. 


"There is no need," he says, in concluding War Dance, *to be morbid about 
the difficulty in which we find ourselves, for there is no undue difficulty about 
it, if we will but realise that we bring the difficulty upon ourselves by trying 
to alter the inevitable. The Little Man is so afraid of being overwhelmed, but 


the Larger Man hopes for it; the Little Man refuses to swallow so much of his 
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experience, regarding it as evil, but the Larger Man takes it as his everyday 
diet, keeping open pipe and open house for every enemy to pass through; the 
Little Man is terrified lest he should dip from light into darkness, from seen 
into unseen, but the Larger Man realises that it is but sleep or death and either 
is the very practice of his recreation; the Little Man depends upon 'goods' or 
golf for his well-being, seeking for doctors or other saviours, but the Larger 
Man knows by the deeper process of his inward conviction that truth is 
paradox and that he is safest when he is least defended. ... The war of life is 
one thing; man's war is another, being war about war, war against war, in 


infinite regress of offensive and defensive argument." 


It may seem, from the citations, that I favor War Dance above the other two 
books, but such is not the case. Perhaps because of the daily threat of war I 
was led instinctively to make reference to this book, which is really about 
Peace. The three books are equally valuable and represent different facets of 
this same homely philosophy, which is not, let me repeat, a system of thought 
expounded and defended in brilliant fashion, but a wisdom of life that 
increments life. It has no other purpose than to make life more life-like, 


strange as this may sound. 


Whoever has dipped into the esoteric lore of the East must recognize that the 
attitude towards life set forth in these books is but a rediscovery of the 
Doctrine of the Heart. The element of Time, so fundamental in Howe's 
philosophy, is a restatement, in scientific language, of the esoteric view that 
one cannot travel on the Path before one has become that Path himself. Never, 


perhaps, in historic times, has man been further off the Path than at this 
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moment. An age of darkness, it has been called— a transitional period, 
involving disaster and enlightenment. Howe is not alone in thus summarizing 
our epoch: it is the opinion of earnest men everywhere. It might be regarded 
as an equinoctial solstice of the soul, the furthest outward reach that can be 
made without complete disintegration. It is the moment when the earth, to use 
another analogy, before making the swing back, seems to stand stock still. 
There is an illusion of “end,” a stasis seemingly like death. But it is only an 
illusion. Everything, at this crucial point, lies in the attitude which we assume 
towards the moment. If we accept it as a death we may be re- born and 
continue on our cyclical journey. If we regard it as an *end" we are doomed. 
Itis no accident that the various death philosophies with which we are familiar 
should arise at this time. We are at the parting of the ways, able to look 
forwards and backwards with infinite hope or despair. Nor is it strange either 
that so many varied expressions of a fourth-dimensional view of life should 
now make their appearance. The negative view of life, which is really the 
death- like view of things, summed up by Howe in the phrase “infinite 
regress," is gradually giving way to a positive view, which is multi- 
dimensional. (Whenever the fourth- dimensional view is grasped multiple 
dimensions open up. The fourth is the symbolic dimension which opens the 
horizon in infinite “egress.” With it time-space takes on a wholly new 


character: every aspect of life is henceforth transmuted.) 


In dying the seed re-experiences the miracle of life, but in a fashion far beyond 
the comprehension of the individual organism. The tenor of death is more than 
compensated for by the unknown joys of birth. It is precisely the difference, 


in my opinion, between the Eye and the Heart doctrines. For, as we all know, 
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in expanding the field of knowledge we but increase the horizon of ignorance. 
“Life is not in the form, but in the flame,” says Howe. For two thousand years, 
despite the real wisdom of Christ's teachings, we have been trying to live in 
the mold, trying to wrest wisdom from knowledge, instead of wooing it, trying 
to conquer over Nature instead of accepting and living by her laws. It is not at 
all strange, therefore, that the analyst, into whose hands the sick and weary 
are now giving themselves like sheep to the slaughter, finds it necessary to 
reinstate the metaphysical view of life. (Since Thomas Aquinas there has been 
no metaphysics.) The cure lies with the patient, not with the analyst. We are 
chained to one another by invisible links, and it is the weakest in whom our 
strength is revealed, or registered. "Poetry must be made by all," said 
Lautréamont, and so too must all real progress. We must grow wise together, 
else all is vain and illusory. If we are in a dilemma, it is better that we stand 
still and face the issue, rather than resort to hasty and heroic action. “To live 
in truth, which is suspense," says Howe, “ is adventure, growth, uncertainty, 
risk and danger. Yet there is little opportunity in life today for experiencing 
that adventure, unless we go to war." Meaning thereby that by evading our 
real problems from day to day we have produced a schism, on the one side of 
which is the illusory life of comfortable security and painlessness, and on the 
other disease, catastrophe, war, and so forth. We are going through Hell now, 
but it would be excellent if it really were hell, and if we really go through with 
it. We cannot possibly hope, unless we are thoroughly neurotic, to escape the 
consequences of our foolish behavior in the past. Those who are trying to put 
the onus of responsibility for the dangers which threaten on the shoulders of 
the “dictators” might well examine their own hearts and see whether their 


allegiance is really “free” or a mere attachment to some other form of 
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authority, possibly unrecognized. “Attachment to any system, whether 


b 


psychological or otherwise,” says Howe, “is suggestive of anxious escape 
from life.” Those who are preaching revolution are also defenders of the status 
quo—their status quo. Any solution for the world’s ills must embrace all 
mankind. We have got to relinquish our precious theories, our buttresses and 
supports, to say nothing of our defenses and possessions. We have got to 
become more inclusive, not more exclusive. What is not acknowledged and 
assimilated through experience, piles up in the form of guilt and creates a real 
Hell, the literal meaning of which is—where the unburnt must be burnt! The 
doctrine of reincarnation includes this vital truth; we in the West scoff at the 
idea, but we are none the less victims of the law. Indeed, if one were to try to 
give a graphic description of this place-condition, what more accurate 
illustration could be summoned than the picture of the world we now “have 
on our hands”? The realism of the West, is it not negated by reality? The word 
has gone over into its opposite, which is the case with so many of our words. 
We are trying to live only in the light, with the result that we are enveloped in 
darkness. We are constantly fighting for the right and the good, but 
everywhere we see evil and injustice. As Howe rightly says, “if we must have 
our ideals achieved and gratified, they are not ideals at all, but phantasies.” 
We need to open up, to relax, to give way, to obey the deeper laws of our 


being, in order to find a true discipline. 


Discipline Howe defines as “the art of the acceptance of the negative.” It is 
based on the recognition of the duality of life, of the relative rather than the 
absolute. Discipline permits a free flow of energy; it gives absolute freedom 


within relative limits. One develops despite circumstances, not because of 
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them. This was a life wisdom known to Eastern peoples, handed down to us 
in many guises, not least of which is the significant study of symbols, known 
as astrology. Here time and growth are vital elements to the understanding of 
reality. Properly understood, there are no good or bad horoscopes, nor good 
or bad “aspects”; there is no moral or ethical examination of men or things, 
only a desire to get at the significance of the forces within and without, and 
their relationship. An attempt, in short, to arrive at a total grasp of the universe, 
and thus keep man anchored in the moving stream of life, which embraces 
known and unknown. Any and every moment, from this viewpoint, is 
therefore good or right, the best for whoever it be, for on how one orients 
himself to the moment depends the failure or fruitfulness of it. In a very real 
sense we can see today how man has really dislocated himself from the 
movement of life; he is somewhere on the periphery, whirling like a whirligig, 
going faster and faster and blinder and blinder. Unless he can make the gesture 
of surrender, unless he can let go the iron will which is merely an expression 
of his negation of life, he will never get back to the center and find his true 
being. It is not only the “dictators” who are possessed, but the whole world of 
men everywhere; we are in the grip of demonic forces created by our own fear 
and ignorance. We say No to everything, instinctively. Our very instincts are 
perverted, so that the word itself has come to lose all sense. The whole man 
acts not instinctively, but intuitively, because *his wishes are as much at one 
with the law as he is himself." But to act intuitively one must obey the deeper 
law of love, which is based on absolute tolerance, the law which suffers or 
permits things to be as they are. Real love is never perplexed, never qualifies, 


never rejects, never demands. It replenishes, by grace of restoring unlimited 
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circulation. It burns, because it knows the true meaning of sacrifice. It is life 


illumined. 


The idea of “unlimited circulation," not only of the necessities of life, but of 
everything, is, if there be such a thing, the magic behind Howe's philosophy. 
It is the most practical way of life, though seemingly impractical. Whether it 
be admitted or not, there are hierarchies of being, as well as of role. The 
highest types of men have always been those in favor of "unlimited 
circulation." They were comparatively fearless and sought neither riches nor 
security, except in themselves. By abandoning all that they most cherished 
they found the way to a larger life. Their example still inspires us, though we 
follow them more with the eye than with the heart, if we follow at all. They 
never attempted to lead, but only to guide. The real leader has no need to 
lead—he is content to point the way. Unless we become our own leaders, 
content to be what we are in process of becoming, we shall always be servitors 
and idolaters. We have only what we merit; we would have infinitely more if 
we wanted less. The whole secret of salvation hinges on the conversion of 
word to deed, with and through the whole being. It is this turning in wholeness 
and faith, conversion, in the spiritual sense, which is the mystical dynamic of 
the fourth- dimensional view. I used the word salvation a moment ago, but 
salvation, like fear or death, when it is accepted and experienced, is no longer 
"salvation." There is no salvation, really, only infinite realms of experience 
providing more and more tests, demanding more and more faith. Willy-nilly 
we are moving towards the Unknown, and the sooner and readier we give 
ourselves up to the experience, the better it will be for us. This very word 


which is so frequently on our lips today—transition—indicates increasing 
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awareness, as well as apprehension. To become more aware is to sleep more 
soundly, to cease twitching and tossing. It is only when we get beyond 
phantasy, beyond wishing and dreaming, that the real conversion takes place 
and we awake re-born, the dream re-becomes reality. For reality is the goal, 
deny it how we will. And we can approach it only by an ever-expanding 
consciousness, by burning more and more brightly, until even memory itself 


vanishes. 
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